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	1. Chapter 1: Emerald & Gold

Emeralds and Golds

* * *

><p>"How long would Morgenstern's men take to arrive here in Heron?" the young prince asked his captain with worry in his eyes as they watched Pangborn's men arrive in their forest. The overlooking view of the forest and the rest of Heron from the castle was truly breathtaking but it lacked something, it lacked peace as Pangborn's men ride through the forest.<p>

"About three hours at most your majesty, if they make haste of it." The captain replied in a hushed tone.

Jace's head snapped to look at the captain, his golden eyes truly alarmed with anger. "That would be enough time for Pangborn's men to wipe out our villages! Has my father not thought of this?!"

The captain lowered his head slowly, not meeting to look at the prince's eyes. "I'm pretty sure your majesty has, your highness."

Jace ran his hand hastily through his golden hair. "This wait is unbearable. We cannot sit here and watch my people die in vain because Morgenstern's men is not here yet."

With that note the young prince of Heron spun on his heel quickly. Walking as fast at his feet could, to minimize the largeness of the whole castle to his father's throne room.

The double wooden doors of the throne roomed opened immediately, revealing an angry prince.

"We cannot wait for the Morgenstern's army father." Jace pleaded as he stomped his way angrily into his father's throne room. The heel of his boot echoing the halls. Jace continued to walk toward his father despite the disapproving looks of their subjects who watched the young prince address his father with little respect. "We must attack by the forest before it reaches the nearest village."

King Stephen looked at his son with disbelief. The king opened his mouth to speak but his wife, Queen Céline cut in. "Have faith in the Morgensterns, Jonathan they have always come to our aid." Says Queen Céline simply.

"If you speak so highly of them mother where are they now!" Jace yelled, growing impatient at his parent's politics. "And why do we depend on their numbers when we can take care of it now!"

"You will not speak to the queen that way with that tone my son." Says the King as he stood from his throne, staring down at his son with angry blue eyes. "Most especially you will not speak to your mother that way. Have I not taught you any manners at all?"

Jace stared back at his father's eyes. Gold meeting blue, staring down at each other with identical jaws set.

"We will wait for reinforcements first before attacking." Says Kings Stephen sternly to his son. "We will attack Pangborn's men once reinforcements from the Morgenstern's has arrived and that my son is final."

"For how long will we wait father!?" Jace shouted. "How long would it take for Pangborn's men to reach out villagers and wipe them all out?!"

King Stephen stomped his foot down, angrily, "I will not risk the lives of my noble men to a few villagers! You will heed my command Jonathan and wait for King Valentine's men!"

"Father how could you…" Jace says mournfully.

Stephen sat back on his throne gracefully, his blue eyes boring into Jace's. "As a king Jace it will take me drastic measures of sacrifice to ensure this kingdom. Therefore I will do what I must. In time you will understand."

"_I will do what I must."_ Jace repeated his father's words. For a moment the young prince contemplated with his thoughts. Finally he turned on his heel and started walking out of the throne room with a determined look.

"Jonathan you will come back here!" the king ordered in a booming voice that echoed in the throne room, making the rest of his subjects startled at his tone.

Jace did not stop and blocked out his father's voice as he paced out of the throne room. Once he was out he asked a servant to ready his horse and armor. If his father the king did not want to ride out and meet Pangborn's ruthless men then he would. The Herondale Prince would ride out and make his country safe and independent. Jace would not wait for the Morgensterns to arrive anymore.

* * *

><p>Swords were clashing with each other. The sound of arrows whizzing by Jace's ear brought excitement and adrenaline as he tore down Pangborn's men. Jace has brought with him at least forty highly skilled men enough to terminate seventy of Pangborn's stupid and indecisive men.<p>

"Your highness we'll be overrun at this rate if no men will not arrive." Says one of the captain whose horse limped over to Jace's. "We need more men."

"None sense." Says Jace as he laughed. "We can take this stupid men and save our country."

"But my lord-"the captain's voice was cut off as an arrow pierced his chest. Jace watched in horror as the life of his noble captain breathe out and slumps on the ground.

"Your highness watch out!" A soldier calls out and luckily Jace was just in time to dodge another arrow that whizzed through his side. Jace charged his hoarse forward and attacked any of Pangborn's men that was on his way.

Time grew longer as Jace's strength wore thin as he battled on. Their numbers were growing fewer and fewer by the second. Jace looked around and yelled for a retreat. He hated himself. Jace hated the whole situation for his father was right, the captain was right and the solider was right. They needed more men. Where was the aid that was promised? In frustration of betrayal and deceit. Jace and his men rode out of the forest in retreat, defending themselves from the arrows that passed by them.

An arrow hits Jace on his left shoulder. Making him loosen his grip on the reigns and fall hard onto the ground, his helmet bouncing off his head as he fell. Blood was gushing out fast, making Jace's vision hazy but his hearing was a clear as crystal as he heard a sound of a horn blowing. From behind Jace could hear his men cheering. With Jace lying on the ground, he could feel the ground shaking, Morgenstern's men has finally arrived.

Jace with all his might pushed himself off the ground. His hand luckily landing on a tree trunk. Jace gripped the barks and forced himself to stand. He has successfully stood on his two feet when he felt a fist crack on his face. Jace yelled at the pain as he fell right back on his left shoulder, making the arrow snap in half as he fell on the ground. Jace quickly swallowed the pain and grabbed a dagger on his belt as the enemy neared him. Jace kicked and thrashed around, hitting the enemy blow by blow of his foot. Finally Jace was able to charge towards the enemy close enough and press the dagger on the enemy's heart.

From a far Jace heard another enemy make his way towards him. Jace pulled the dagger out from the dead body and threw it at the enemy. The dagger went straight through its head. But the fight was not over yet. This time another one charged towards Jace with a horse and a bow at the ready. It's arrow pointing directly to his heart. Jace had no weapon nor was shield left, the young prince tried to run but the blood loss too much. Jace fell to the ground as his world spun. The rider neared Jace, its arrow ready for release. Out of the blue Jace heard a female roar dart out as another rider with a white horse sliced the head off the enemy. The rider with the white horse had a royal cape and royal coat of arms on its breastplate.

"Prince Jonathan!" the rider called out.

Jace watched the rider land gracefully down the white horse calling out his name. Jace found it funny as the rider's voice sounded like a female's voice.

"Prince Jonathan." The rider called out softly this time as the rider kneelt down next to the prince.

Jace's world started to spin and the last thing he saw was that the rider took off his helmet and stared at him. A pair of emerald green eyes looked at him with worry and a sprawl of wild red curls adorned the face of the rider. Jace thought she was beautiful and thought that an angel of God sent her before him and will take him to Heaven.

* * *

><p>Jace groggily sat up from his bed, waking from both a nightmare and a dream. The nightmare consisted of him, leading numerous men into a battle where they were outnumbered, lives lost at his account but the young Herondale Prince thought it was only a nightmare. But it was also like a dream to him, Jace satup from his bed and noticed bruises all over his half naked body. The young prince attempted to fully sit up but stopped his actions as a sharp stabbing pain shot up his left shoulder. Jace howled in pain, looking at his left shoulder he then saw blood pooling down his shoulder.<p>

"_It wasn't a dream." _Jace thought. Small specks of memory came into his mind as he thought deeper.A hazy memory traveled down his mind, memories of of him on his horse, his seralph blade slashing around, arrows whizzing by his ear and blood on his breastplate.

The door to his chambers opened wide, revealing a figure of tall woman whose crystal blue eyes looked at Jace with worry and anger. Jace's half-sister Lady Amaya Graymark stood before him with arms crossed and lips pressed into a thin line.

Jace grinned at his sister despite the pain. "To who do I owe the pleasure of seeing my dearest sister?" he drawled sarcasticly.

A scowl formed on Amaya's face. "You owe me and my uncle your gratitude and apology for the misuse of my men."

Jace rolled his eyes a slumped back on to his bed. "I just woke up from battle and this is how you greet your dear little brother?" says Jace as he winces, he can feel his blood slowly oozing down his shoulder. His strength slowly weakening.

Amaya rolled her eyes as she walked towards Jace's bedside, her eyes gazing slightly to his wounds. She then sat carefully beside him and looked at him intently.

"That's going to leave a scar on your beautiful body." Amaya teased as a smile slowly crept up her face, knowing full well that Jace was overly conscious about his appearance. "And it quite serves you right for it. I lost fifteen men in one night-"

"I almost lost my life!" Jace protested cutting her of.

Amaya brought her hand up to stop him from talking "-and let me mention that they are my escorts not necessarily part of my uncle's army, how would I travel back to the Clave with no escort?" she continued on.

Jace rolled his golden eyes at his sister in response. With a sigh Amaya took her stele out and gestured Jace to sit up. Jace followed without protest and watched his sister place an _iratze _on his shoulder. Somewhere at the back of Jace's mind this moment felt like a déjà vu. It was always Amaya who patched him up. No matter how old he was, Jace would always the little brother.

"I guess that'll do for now." Says Amaya as she looks at Jace's wound intently. The wound on Jace's shoulder as gravely horrible for it pierced through the other side. The iratze closed the wound but the insides where still hollow.

Jace moved his shoulder a bit, testing it out. The pain was still there although it hurt less than before.

"Thank you." Jace muttered.

"You're welcome." Amaya replied, her eyes searching Jace's face, as if she was trying to figure out something. Finally she asked; "What were you thinking Jace? Seventy men versus forty men."

Jace sighed heavily before speaking. "I'm sorry. I was more afraid with the fact the villagers would be attacked rather than losing noble soldiers."

Amaya touched Jace's cheek softly. "Your compassion for your people is outstanding Jace but there are ways to show them. You could've helped the villagers evacuate and stay within these walls. Once evacuated then you could've defended this kingdom. Think things through Jace, you cannot make rash decisions because you feel that this is right one. You'll be a king soon-"

"There is no need to lecture me again Amaya." Jace cut in, his golden eyes glaring at his sister. "I've learned my lesson and never will I do it again."

"I could have lost you. I could've lost a brother, father would have lost a son and this whole kingdom would lose a prince." Amaya's lips formed a straight line. She stood from Jace's bed and flattened her dress before she spoke. "You still have a lot to learn Jonathan." Amaya's crystal blue eyes bore into his golden one the same way King Stephen's eyes did to Jace.

Jace looked at his sister and noticed her features, how time has definitely aged her beautifully and elegantly. The flow of her soft brown curls, the stature of her regal beauty and cleverness was something Amaya inherited from her mother, Lady Amatis. But there was something that was truly prominent about Amaya that made her King Stephen's daughter, it was her eyes. Jace noticed how Amaya's eyes was exactly like his fathers. The way the color of blue glowed in their hooded eyes, the shape and the emotion that transcended through it.

Breaking Jace's and Amaya's line of thought, a small knock was heard from the other side of Jace's chamber door. The two watched a servant appear.

"What is it?" Jace asked impatiently.

The servant bowed before he spoke. "Your Majesty has required your highnesses their presence in the throne room."

Jace opened his mouth to speak to say something harsh but Amaya spoke first. "Thank you. Please let your majesty know we're on our way."

The servant bowed before leaving the room.

Amaya gazed at her brother. "Dress accordingly, I have a feeling that we will welcome some guests."

* * *

><p>The wooden doors of the throne room opened as Lady Amaya entered the throne room. The court and along with their subjects noticed her entry it was hard to miss a tall lady like her walk in with such a beautiful red gown. Some of the nobles snickered at disgust at Amaya, utterly disturbed on how as a bastard like her show her face in court. While others admired her beauty and cleverness with respect. To half of King Stephen's subjects she was truly a disgrace; not only was she a bastard of the king but abandoned by the mother at such a young age. Others admired her strength to all the things life has laid out on her. Despite being the king's bastard and the daughter of Lady Amatis who was missing; she excelled in life through her education. In the Clave, they count her voice as an important one for her remarkable intelligence. Amaya was not that skilled in combat but she could ride on horseback and quite skilled with runes. Nonetheless Lady Amaya always lived out her father's and her uncle's expectation.<p>

Amaya walked with confidence and elegance as she made her way towards her father. For a moment King Stephen tore his eyes way from his queen and saw a spitting image of Amatis. He looked at Amaya not only as Amatis' daughter but also his own. Amaya was their gift to them, a combination of their love. A small ache erupted in his chest, urging him to walk up to his daughter and tell her how much he loved her and her mother but being the king he did not do so. King Stephen swallowed it down, remembering why she was being called and knowing full well that Amaya would not like the news.

Amaya bowed gracefully before the king and queen. "You asked for my presence, your majesties."

"Yes. Indeed we have." Says Queen Céline as she eyed Amaya. Clearly judging her with her eyes. "But where is my son?" the queen asked.

"He'll be here my queen." King Stephen says as he took the queen's left hand and kissed it. "While my son isn't here I've been meaning to talk to you Amaya."

Amaya stood frozen knowing full well what her biological father has intended to do. Their identical blue eyes searched each other's faces.

Amaya swallowed before she spoke. "What is then father?"

"It about your future." Queen Céline added.

King Stephen flashed a small smile at his daughter. "How old are you now my dear?"

"I'm nineteen your majesty." Amaya replied, quite sure where this was going.

Queen Céline clapped her hands in excitement. "The perfect age for marriage!"

"Have you ever had suitors Amaya?" says a male voice behind her. Amaya's cheeks blushed at the question. Amaya turned to look at the owner at the voice, the owner of the voice was her uncle's voice; General Lucian Graymark. "Because if you do, why have I not heard of it?" Lucian continued with a mischievous grin on his face.

Amaya half ran to her uncle and hugged him tightly. It has been months since she has seen her uncle. Ever since Amaya was sent to the Clave, she has been seeing less of her uncle and with the war going on between kingdoms did not help at all.

Despite her lowly birth, Amaya had tons of suitors that would have been perfect for Heron's alliance. Although the alliances to be made on Amaya's behalf would seize to exist for she is not a recognized heir to Heron's throne.

"I've missed you uncle." Amaya says as she hugged her uncle tightly.

For a moment Stephen looked at them and a wave of jealousy flushed over him. He knew that despite the privileges he has given Amaya, Luke would always seem to be Amaya's father rather than Stephen himself.

"Lucian!" Queen Céline greeted. "What a wonderful timing you have. We're just discussing Amaya's marriage."

"Yes a perfect timing indeed Lucian." Says King Stephen, looking intently at Lucian.

"Wouldn't miss it." Says Lucian happily, kissing Amaya on her for head. "We are talking about my niece's future. All the best I presume your majesty?" Lucian's pale blue eyes looked into Stephen's.

"Off course." Stephen replied sternly. "I wish nothing but the best for Amaya. She is my daughter after all." Says King Stephen, emphasizing the word _daughter._

"So you do have suitors my dear?" the queen asks.

Amaya detaches herself from Lucian and replied shyly as another blush colored her cheeks. "Yes your majesty."

Queen Céline raised an eyebrow, a sly smile playing on her lips. "And who might this suitor be?"

"Sir Jeremy Pontemercy, your highness." Says Amaya nervously.

"Quite an age gap don't you think Amaya." Lucian protectively commented.

"Oh do not bother about the age Lucian, I hear that Pontemercy's are quite rich." Says the Queen.

"A loyal family too if I may add." Says Amaya, her eyes nervously shifting to her father then to her uncle. "They are loyal to the king and to Heron."

King Stephen nodded his head. "Indeed they are. They have once funded our troops with weapons in the battle of the Accords."

"I beg your pardon your majesties but Jeremy Pontemercy is quite too old for my niece here." Lucian said with an angry tone in his voice. "Almost a six year gap in their ages. Try to consider this if you will."

"Like the queen says Lucian, the age does not matter. I married Céline did I not? Céline was five years younger than me. We had a son and no problem in our marriages at all." Says the king with a tone of finality.

Lucian scoffed. "So the king likes younger women and older women. Amatis was a tad three years older than you, wash she not?"

Amaya's eyes widen at her uncle's comment. "Unlce-"

"I believe we can discuss this some other time." The queen spoke, her voice cold and stern. King Stephen on the other hand glared at Lucian. Lucian intended to offend the king, to bring him to his senses by bringing Amatis to the conversation. Amatis was after all the mother of Amaya.

"I shall take my leave then." Lucian started walking out of the throne room.

Amaya bit her lower lip and curtsied to the king and queen. Intending to follow her uncle.

"Stay Amaya." King Stephen ordered. "We have a guest soon arriving and I hope your brother makes it on time."

* * *

><p>A small knock echoed inside Princess Clarissa's chambers, making her look up from the parchment. Clary smiled as she saw her maid, Maia enter her chambers.<p>

"Milady." Maia says softly. "King Stephen requires your audience in the throne room."

Clary sighed and set her parchment down on her table. "Finally the king summons me." She remarked, Clary was growing impatient as the day went by. Clary stood from her chair ordered Maia to bring a bowl of water to wash her ink filled hands. Clary watched the young servant girl, she noted how Maia's skin was quite tanner than most, her brown eyes to match and her hair taming down into soft curls. Clary has grown up together with Maia and never truly regarded her as a peasant always more like s friend or a sister even.

Maia came back shortly with a golden bowl of water and a clean towel. Clary dipped both of her hands on the water, removing the ink on her nail and fingers.

"It's a wonderful sketch today milady." Maia says as she looked at the parchment on Clary's table.

Clary scoffed. "Maia her eyes are way too far. The sketch is not that wonderful at all."

Once Clary was finished, she exited her chambers and was escorted by a guard who Clary later on learn his name was Simon. A mundane with a sight of seeing the Shadow World. Simon was quite appalled to how the princess regarded him. Clary called him by his name and her aura was truly welcoming. Simon began to conclude that this princess was not like the others he has escorted and known.

Simon led the princess outside, breathing in the cold air of autumn. On the hallway and there Clary saw a magnificent and beautiful sight of castle's garden. Clary stopped at her tracks and looked at the garden with her emerald eyes. She itched for her canvas and paint even a simple parchment would do, so long as she could draw the wonderful place and remember it forever.

"The rumors about Heron are true then." says the young princess to her escort.

Simon smiled at the beautiful princess before him. "And what rumors would that be milady?

Clary tore her gaze away from the garden and looked at Simon. Brown meeting those hypnotizing green eyes. "I've been hearing rumors that behind the humongous walls of Heron's castle lies the treasure within that springs and bloom."

Simon chuckled. He has heard of the rumor. Simon believe that the rumor indicated that the treasure was the royal family but the way the princess saw things made Simon grow to admire the princess. Clary amidst of being a princess of a great and wealthy kingdom saw the little things to be the treasure. Out of all things the princess has seen wealth, jewels and treasures; she saw that a simple garden was the treasure within the walls.

Finally the double doors of the throne room opened. Clary stepped in slowly, letting the sound of her shoes echo in the anticipation inside the throne room. As she walked forward, she fixed her posture and walked gracefully. Her lovely red locks bouncing on her back and her small tiara on her head. Clary managed a small smile as she looked at the king's subjects. They all nodded approvingly at her. Gossiping about her beautiful her dress was. Indeed it was beautiful. Clary wore a royal blue gown with layers of expensive ribbons adorning it. It fitted her petite frame lovingly. The color of her gown brought out the color of her hair and her eyes.

Clary felt a pair of eyes staring at her. She gazed at the direction where she felt it and felt her heart flutter that same way she saved the prince of Heron. The pair of golden eyes and her green eyes locked their gazes. Clary studied the young prince's face and itched yet again for her quill and parchment.

Clary stopped in front of the king and queen, bowing respectively and elegantly.

King Stephen smiled and stood from his throne. "Welcome Princess Clarissa to the land of Heron."

Clary smiled at the king. "Thank you so much your majesty for opening your castle to me and behalf of my men. I know it is not easy to accommodate such a number but I am very thankful for everything."

King Stephen made his way towards Clary and took her hand. "Clarissa accommodating the troops is nothing compared to what your leadership and efforts has done. With your leadership you have rescued Heron and my son."

Jace chuckled from the background. Clary moved her gaze towards him and so did the king. Jace was laughing now and next to him Amaya stared at her brother in utter disbelief.

"Is there something funny my son?" the king asks.

Jace steps forward looking at his father then to the princess. Jace studied her face. Clary was indeed beautiful but there was too much anger in him to actually admire the princess.

"Yes actually there is father." Says Jace, not tearing his eyes away from Clary's. "You said it was her leadership that saved this kingdom. But you failed to mention that they were late. Clearly her leadership isn't that punctual. I lost a great deal of men in defending my country. If her men arrived at the right time, then such loss wouldn't have happened."

Jace watched the princess' face turn red in anger. He smirked at her, he wanted this, and he was taunting her to look bad before his subjects and his parents. Bullying her.

Clary moved to inch herself closer to Jace. There was a massive difference in height and Clary began to wonder how she was able to rescue such a horrible prince.

Their eyes locked on each other. Her emerald ones locking into Jace's golden one.

"A simple thank you would have sufficed your highness." Says the princess with a serious tone that sent shivers down Jace's spine.

And with that Clary excused herself and walked out of the throne room, leaving an angry king and an unsatisfied prince.

* * *

><p>AN: Hey guys I'm back! Here's the Clace fanfiction I've been mentioning back then and all. Okay to get things straight so that you guys would understand better is that the setting of this story is in the Dark Ages or the Medieval Ages or something. Also 'Lady Amaya' is a character I made up here. She does not exist at all in any of the TMI books.

I hope you guys like the first chapter! Don't forget to comment, put reviews, add the story to you favorites and all.

Love you guys xx

-nadia

DISCLAIMER:  
>I do NOT own any of the characters and all of this is made by none other than Cassandra Clare.<p> 


	2. Chapter 2: Families & Kingdoms

Families & Kingdoms

* * *

><p>"It's easy to find reasons for division between people. Finding common ground is harder, but a step towards happiness."<br>-Ancient Indian Proverb

* * *

><p>The bright morning sun has basked in the lovely and humble villages of Heron. It's light igniting the kingdom to life. Villagers come out of their homes, buying food in the market or either selling them. Merchants come and go with horses charging slowly in the small cobbled streets of Heron. Among the busy streets of Heron there stood a lady whose beauty was as radiant as the sun. As she stood her regal presence was evident despite wearing the clothes of a commoner. Beneath the array of soft brown curls her identity was given away through her eyes. The King's eyes, Lady Amaya stood by the small cart of flowers, talking to a lowly vendor. Her fingers touched the soft yellow petals of the sun flower, admiring the plant.<p>

"Sun flowers always suited you the most." says a stranger who eyed Amaya with his luminescent grey eyes. Amaya beamed her eyes up and looked at the stranger. He wore a face of an honest man, his red hair perfectly and elegantly brushed and had a pinched face and livid scar along one of his cheeks. Despite the scar, the stranger before her was handsome.

Amaya felt her cheeks blush. "How so?"

The stranger took a single sun flower from the bundle and held it up on Amaya's face. "Your eyes matches it milady. The luminescent blue eyes of yours resemble the sky as this sun flower compliments the sun therefore your eyes are the sky and the sun is the flower."

Amaya eyed the stranger. "What you are telling me is that my eyes just the background of the sun?"

A charming grin spread across the features of the stranger making Amaya's breath hitch at the sight. The stranger shook his head and spoke. "Milady, I refer your eyes as the sky not only as the background of the sun but it's wholeness that covers the world." The stranger inched closer to Amaya towering over her. Amaya starred at his grey eyes and lost herself in wonder. "Not only the world by _my _world. The wholeness of my world."

Amaya tilted her head up, her lips slowly aligning to his and whispered. "Don't be a stranger Jeremy." with that, Jeremy brought his lips down to meet with hers. Kissing Amaya softly and gently, her lips soft as a petal.

Jeremy pulled back quickly and smiled at his lover. He then payed the vendor to be quiet about what he saw and bought Amaya a bouquet of sun flowers. The two lovers walked around the village, hand in hand, to other people passing by they seemed like two commoners in love. What they did not know was that important individuals to the kingdom was among them, their eyes blinded by the physical.

* * *

><p>Back in the castle Jace had started his morning early with Alexander and Isabelle Lightwood by the open field, practicing their archery skills. The perks of being sons and daughters of Dukes and Duchess paid off for the two shadowhunters who stood beside Jace. One was that Alexander or Alec was the <em>parabati <em>of the young prince and second was that Isabelle or Izzy was taught the way the young prince was with the finest education and that the king and queen would pick her a suitable marriage.

"Jace." says Izzy as she launched another arrow to her bow. "Is it true that King Valentine's daughter is here? In the palace?"

"Is she beautiful?" Alec asked.

"She must be. Queen Jocelyn is very beautiful." Izzy commented.

Jace rolled his eyes. "Princess Clary is beautiful but down right as madwoman."

"Oh really?" Izzy asked in a doubtful voice as she released the arrow.

"I'm serious." says Jace as he launched an arrow on his bow. "She walks around the palace as if she owns it. She does not make conversation to me nor to my parents, it's either they have to say something first. What is her family too rich to care that we are both equals here?" Jace ranted, frustrated at the princess.

It has been days approximately a week since Clary has been in the palace. The time to replenish Heron's troops took longer than the princess had expected but nonetheless she stayed as it was her duty. Jace avoided Clary as much as Clary did, knowing that Jace made it clear that he does not like her. They see each other only was the walk across the hall obviously ignoring each other and during supper. During supper Jace had been thankful that Amaya was there. Amaya always stirred the conversation to Clary, leaving them at ease to the awkward silence. Amaya could pass of the greatest host, her open-mindedness and welcoming attitude is the attitude of a way a princess should act when a guest was at their midst. But to the young prince's disappointment, Clary was none of that. She was quiet and snobbish. As she looks at you, you feel her emerald eyes judging you, making you feel low and despite being a prince, Jace felt low as commoner when Clary looks at him.

"Wait so you have not shown her your gratitude to her for saving your life?" says Alec incredulously, letting his bow down.

Izzy chuckled. "Oh my dear brother, haven't you known that your parabati hates it when someone bruises his pride and ego."

Jace releases his arrow and this time the arrow hits the target perfectly. "By all means Izzy, has anyone ever told you that you have a talent of stating the obvious?" says Jace, his voice full of sarcasm.

"Hey don't talk to my sister that way." Alec warned behind him.

Jace turned around and looked at his parabati. Alec was an inch taller than him, his face set and simple but the way his eyes glowed that nearly the same as Jace's ancestor in their paintings. Sharing the Herondale bloodline definitely had its signature.

"What are you going to do? Shoot me with an arrow?" Jace's mood was starting to grow foul again.

"DUCK!" Izzy yelled as a herd of ducks walked slowly across the targets.

Jace's eye shifted to where the ducks were then looked at Alec's. Alec laughed at the sight of his parabati's golden eyes riddled with pure fear.

"As the prince I order you too shoot those hideous, fowl, lowly, feathered devils now!"

Izzy and Alec laughed at the prince, not taking any heed to his words.

The harmless brown and white ducks slowly made their way towards the three Nephilim. Jace backed away slowly, gripping his parabati's arm, nudging it towards the ducks.

"Alexander Gideon Lightwood I command you to take me out of my misery and kill those ducks!"

"Beg for it." Izzy suggested.

Alec nodded in agreement. "Yes beg for it and so long as you apologize to the princess to."

"But I'm the prince here!"

Izzy smacked Jace's head with hand. "He said princess you dimwit."

Jace turned to glare at Izzy's. "Did you call me a dimwit?"

"Yes I did." Izzy said. "Really the prince of Heron can charge Pangborn's men into battle, fight demons and forsaken yet in fear of harmless little ducks?"

Jace tore his gaze way from the girl and looked at Alec's, pleading. "Alec don't you see, she had been influenced by these demonic creatures!"

Alec grinned mischievously at his parabati. "Ducks are adorable Jace, they literally cannot cause any harm at all."

Jace backed away from them dramatically. "Oh no… my friends… ducks…"

Alec and Izzy chased after Jace who managed to run away from them. Izzy occasionally tripping from her dress as she chased a duck while Alec chased Jace. Alec managed to capture Jace by his arms, pinning them to his sides. Izzy on the other hand finally caught a duck with her hands, she held up the duck to Jace's face as the young princes thrashed in protests and harsh words making the two other shadowhunters laugh with delight.

* * *

><p>After Maia has finished adorning the princess' hair with Morgen's fine silver and crystals against her fine red hair. Clary looked at her reflection intently at the mirror. Clary noticed the dark crescent moons that has slowly formed beneath her eyes. Lately at night, she would toss and turn on her bed. She would sometime pace around her chambers, finding sleep but sleep was nowhere to be found. War was not easy at the agony of waiting. Her task in Heron has been fulfilled. Clary's father, King Valentine ordered her to bring a quarter of their troops to Heron and save them from any incoming attacks. Once it was accomplished, Clary's brother, Prince Sebastian was supposed to meet her in Heron after three days to go back to their kingdom. To Clary's dismay, it has been almost a week since she is in Heron. Clary could not help but wonder and worry to what has become of her brother. She knew was definitely a skilled shadowhunter, one of the best in this generation in fact. But the war is unpredictable just as the way tides may change.<p>

"Milady? Is anything of the matter?" Maia asks the princess, looking at Clary through the mirror as she stood behind her.

Clary shook her head. "Nothing Maia. Everything's alright."

Maia nodded and slowly walked out of the room, leaving Clary to her own thoughts. After contemplating on her looks, fuming on her dress and making sure she looked presentable to the public, Clary made her way out of the chambers. As she appeared out of her room, there a familiar figure bowed before her. Simon beamed up at the princess.

"Where shall I escort you, milady?" Simon asked courteously, arching his arm for her to take.

Clary took Simon's arm and walked together through the castle. "Simon?"

"Yes milady?"

"Can you show me where the library is?" the young princess asks, her eyes gleaming with hope.

Simon chuckled at the sight of the princess. "Bored are we?"

"I truly am actually." Clary groaned. "I think reading would get my mind off things."

"Milady, if you don't mind me asking, what has been bothering you?"

Clary briefly stopped walking and looked into Simon's brown eyes. She knew that matters of the court should be in court and nobles only but Clary felt compelled to tell the young solider before her. To Clary she felt that Simon was unlike the others who served in court, gossiping and earning their way up the ranks with the nobles. Simon was an honest man, clearly used for his sight but nonetheless kept his ambitions at bay.

Clary bit her lower lip, debating in her head whether to tell Simon or not. Breaking her thoughts the young man spoke; "Milady, you do not have to if it is confidential."

"Thank you Simon." Clary said sighing as the paced again to the library.

The two stopped in front of a massive golden door with intricate runes engraved on it. Clary stared at awe at the magnificent door. Simon pulled himself out of Clary and opened the door before the princess. Slowly as the door opened, Clary's heart fluttered. Once the door was fully opened Clary rushed in, her mouth slightly ajar with the amount of walled books. Stairs, balconies and ladders were ways to acquire the books. Lost in her own world, Simon watched the princess escape reality and into fantasies. He slowly closed the door behind him with a proud smile on his face.

* * *

><p>The royal family of Heron has a tradition of always having their meals together. The King and Queen happily conversed with the Duke and Duchess of Paladin, Robert and Mayrse Lightwood. The adults conversed themselves with battle plans and politics with the intelligent insight of Lady Amaya who clearly seemed like a representative of the Clave. The young prince and his parabati together with Izzy talked amongst themselves. Throwing each other banters and curses after Jace's horrifying event with ducks.<p>

"I believe in the uselessness of ducks." King Stephen commented that made the three young nephilim silent. "They are creatures that I am no acutely fond off. But my queen here says that I should not eradicate them from this world for the ecosystem would be destroyed."

Robert chuckles into his wine. "You see now my dearest wife the issue of ducks with Herondales?"

"I see it now." says Mayrse as a small laugh bubbles out of her. The Queen and the three young nephilim laughs together.

"Lady Mayrse, I do not see the twins around. Are they back in Paladin?" Amays asks.

"Where's Max?" Alec looked at his sister.

Izzy returned the same look at Alec. "Where's Marius?"

"I thought you were watching them." says Alec's his voice rising.

Izzy rolled her eyes. "I thought _you_ were watching him."

"Where's the Princess?" Queen Céline asks,

"Where's Clary?" says Jace.

"Did I not tell the servant to summon her?" Queen Céline asks the King.

"You did." Jace replied.

"By the Angel! Alec God knows what those two are doing now!"

"Alexander and Isabelle, be ashamed of yourselves. You are in the presence of the king and queen." says Robert sternly at his children.

Alec and Izzy felt the disapproving looks of their parents as they sat on the table. The King and Queen watched the Lightwoods with much amusement. The bantering went on with Queen Céline and Lady Amaya wondering where in the world was the princess. The Lightwoods scrambled to find the twins. Left on the table was King Stephen and his identical son, eating silently.

"The castle always seems full when the Lightwoods are around." King Stephen commented as he downed his wine.

"And yet feel empty at the same time." says Jace, popping a piece of fruit into his mouth.

"Jace." the King started but Jace butted in.

"Father if we are going to talk about the foolishness I've done." Jace gazed at his father. "Just give it up. I know that I was not thinking and I have learned my lesson to its utmost content."

King Stephen chuckled. "Jonathan, I did not mean to talk about that. I was meaning to talk about you and what you think of Princess Clarissa."

"Oh." was all the Jace said.

"Jonathan." King Stephen leaned closer to his son. "I understand what you are going through. It is obviously not easy live a life with blood on your hands."

Jace looked at his father, looking like a child who was lost. "How do you do it father? How can you sleep at night without hearing the cries of your men? How can you live in guilt?"

King Stephen pressed his lips into a thin line before he spoke. "You live half a life."

* * *

><p>Inside the quiet walls of the library, three figures sat by plush couches engaged into a lovely story. Clary turned the last page of the book, narrating the story to Max and Marius Lightwood. An hour ago Clary was reading to herself inside the library but she was soon joined by the two who played absent mindedly inside the library. Clary was astonished with the way the twin looked. They had the same brown hair and blue eyes, their noses pointed although Marius' bridge was slightly lower than Max's. It was evident to Clary that even though you have someone that looks physically like you does not truly mean you are both the same. Clary noted how Marius was obnoxiously the louder one, a natural leader with a smart mouth while Max was more subdued, quiet but made remarks of a smart man.<p>

"…The kingdom flourished as the king and queen reigned and they lived happily ever after." Clary finished as the two boys has fallen asleep on the couches.

Clary placed the book on the table and walked of up to the two boys. She looked at them, seeing their quiet and peaceful faces. Clary ran a finger on Max's hair, pushing it back on his ears.

"Now they have you wrapped around their fingers." says a voice, full of sarcasm. Clary looked up and saw Jace leaning on a bookshelf with arms crossed. Clary took all of him in with her green eyes. Jace was beautiful creature for Clary, although she would not admit it. From the days that has passed, sharing quick glances at each other, Clary found the obnoxious prince attractive. She loved the way his blonde hair looked so soft making her want to run her fingers through his locks. His features were beautiful, the set jawline, the way his nose was placed and the shape of his lips made Clary wonder what it would feel against hers. Most of all that captivated Clary was the way his golden eyes pierced right through her. It was as if she was naked every time he looked at her, as if he could see her tainted soul.

Jace was wearing his royal robes with green trousers and expensive leather boots. Clary noted how the young prince never really wore a crown or anything that would signify him as the royal prince.

"They are adorable children." Clary commented. "It is hard to resist."

Jace grinned at Clary, making her heart skip a beat. "Wait till they become little beasts before your eyes."

"Then I shall savor the moment then."

Jace made his way slowly towards Clary. "What shall you savor your highness? The children or me? I've noticed that lately you can't keep your eyes of me."

Clary laughed at this point. "Charming you are Prince Jonathan but not charming enough to get my heart to flutter." It was a total lie for Clary but she continued. "Is this what you think most of the time a lady looks at you?"

"Maybe." Jace shrugged. He was now closer to Clary. "Sometimes it's an actual fact and sometimes I make them."

"Has anyone ever told you that you are definitely full of yourself Prince Jonathan?"

"Jace."

Clary looked at him quizzically. "Pardon?"

"Call me Jace." the young prince says now invading the princess' personal space.

"Jace then." says Clary her voice slightly into a whisper now.

Jace stepped closer to the princess, so close that he could see the grey and green streaks in her eyes. He could see the freckles that adorned her face, her plush lips pressed into a thin line. Jace wondered how it would feel against his lips. The young prince breathed in and smelled her scent, a mixture of lavender and ink.

"You missed lunch your highness." says Jace, careful with his words. "Are you famished?"

Clary blinked at his sudden shift of mood. "I quite am but it was worth it. You see, these boys wanted to hear a story so much."

Jace moved his body reluctantly towards the boys. Clary watched Jace intently. She noted how his face lit up when he saw the two boys. The way a natural and handsome smile crept up on his face took Clary's breathe away once more. Jace's smile revealed his flawless face but it also revealed the small the slight chip in his incisor teeth. Jace touched Max's face softly.

"The boys don't get out of their castle much ever since the war started." Jace explained moving his hand next to Marius'. "Also Max has been too sick lately."

Clary moved carefully by the couch's arm rest and sat on it, eyes still on Jace. "The boys actually talked about you so much. They were quite in disbelief that their hero, Jace, the best nephilim they know was saved by a mere princess." a sly smile played on Clary's lips.

"Now my image of being their hero has been replaced by you." he breathed with a small laugh.

Clary stayed silent, knowing that Jace was about to say something.

"About that I want to apologize for how I have reacted towards you." says Jace on a more serious note. "My emotions got the best of me and I…" he hesitated.

Clary saw the distress on Jace face. She touched his arm lightly. "You don't have to explain your sins to me Jace. I understand what it is like to be looked up on and fail right before them with lives as a payment."

Jace looked at Clary's hand on his arm and slowly took it into his. "Thank you." he said, quietly like a whisper.

In that moment the two shadowhunters finally came into an understanding. Jace looked into Clary's eyes and felt something in his chest ache. An odd tingling feeling spread across his chest, making his cheeks heat up. Jace did not believe in love, nor has he seen it between his father and mother. Jace knew that his father loved Lady Amatis more than the queen herself. He was born into this world for it was mandated that a king and queen shall produce an heir and rule Heron. Ever since that was drilled into Jace's mind. He was born out of the country's need for monarchs not out of love, unlike his older sister Amaya. Jace would sometimes catch his father's comments favor in Amaya, always while to him it was all criticisms and orders. The young prince swore to himself that love does exist and did not want any part of it for it destroys people. But as he looked at the princess before him, the angel who saved his life, the young prince began to question if he could love for someone. Someone like her.

"Jace?" Max woke, his vision fixating on Jace.

"Hi Maxwell." Jace says with a cheer on his voice.

The young boy looked from Jace then to Clary then to the way their hands were held together. Clary, sensing the boy's eyes on their hands, immediately took her hand from Jace's. Jace was caught off guard at her action but drew his attention back to the young boy.

"They say you have been hurt." Max started as he sat up. "Are you okay now?"

Jace nodded at the boy. "Off course. Nothing a little iratze could do."

Marius started shifting in his position as he heard the exchanges of voices. A minute later another pair of gray eyes stared after Jace's. The three of them started bantering and picking on each other and on occasions told each other tales of how Alec and Izzy snuck out of their castle. Silently, with Clary on the side, she watched them talk amongst themselves. Back in Morgen, the castle was like a prison. Things were always quiet and strict. But in Heron, family was important and evident. Relationships with people were important. Clary would definitely miss all of their company if she is to go back home one day.

* * *

><p>The day passed by as the palace of Heron buzzed with people. After spending another hour in the library Clary and Jace decided to get the boys out to meet with their brother and sister. Clary has finally met Alec and Izzy and somehow the first impressions was not so good. The King inside his throne room deliberately talked with his subjects and court about battle plans, number of men and updates on Pangborn's men and by his side stood his dutiful daughter, Amaya. She took everything in and heeded the voice of the Clave. It was as if she was the personal adviser of the Clave in King Stephen's court. Robert Lightwood up with the main Lords and Ladies of Heron, updating them with the King's new request, riding from one hectare of land to another as the sun has set. Queen Céline on the other hand spent the day with Mayrse in the drawing room, talking about future marriages that would be useful to Amaya and to Mayrse's own daughter Izzy.<p>

The court session has ended just as King Stephen has announced. It was a productive and fruitful day for him. He learned that other founding shadowhunter families has either been forced to join Pangborn's alliance or willingly joined. The Morgenstern kingdom still has a solid alliance with the most and richest shadowhunter families up South of Idris. Not to mention the great support that King Valentine has given King Stephen by sending his own valiant daughter to see to his matters. The Carstairs kingdom up North of Idris still kept to themselves. Not taking any side nor part in the war. King Jem never spoke of any side nor favored any side so he decided to close his kingdom to themselves. The Clave on the other hand has managed to be on the side of the Herons and Morgens due to the help of Amaya's influence to Consul Samuel Blackwell.

"I wonder how the Carstairs are doing father." says Amaya as they walked towards the king's study room. "I wonder how an isolated kingdom would feel like."

King Stephen scoffed. "King James is foolish to keep all of his resources to himself and his people. It's almost as if they are not part of this Shadow World. It was as it was not his fault why this war started a long time ago."

Amaya looked at her father with concern. She sensed the hate and resentment in her father's voice. "How old is King James exactly?"

Servants opened the King's study as the two stepped in. The room was old and ancient, all kings of Heron has contemplated, weeped and died in this very room. The walls were mahogany, dark and reddish in color making the room dark. Books lined neatly on the shelves, the table was high and huge as push single couches surrounded the front. Amaya sat on one couch and King Stephen sat on his table, calculating on his head the age of the immortal king.

"King James is around three hundred." he says. "The man has lived so man life times and yet has not learned."

"While I was studying in the Clave, they never really told us the reason behind King James' slow aging." Amaya said brightly. Sounding like scholar not the usual Amaya, King Stephen has grown to love. "I wonder if the Herondales know why."

The King lightly laughed. It was indeed true that only the lineage of Herondales knew the reason for the lonely king's immortality. "It's a family secret."

Amaya looked at her father's face, searching his with her identical blue eyes. "Would you tell Jace?"

"In the right time."

Amaya nodded and looked down on her hands.

King Stephen walked over to her daughter and lifted her chin with his fingers. "When I said it was a Herondale secret that included you Amaya."

Amaya mimicked his scoff. "You don't even recognize me among your court as your _daughter._" she spat bitterly. "I bare my long lost mother's last name yet I obviously look like you. I have the same star-shaped scar on should just as Jace's-" She stood now before her father, directly looking into his eyes. "The same scar you also have. Yet you tell your court I am only Amatis' daughter. The King's bastard."

King Stephen huffed out an angry breath. He hated the fact that she was right. Amaya was always right, the same way Amatis was right about him, he was an insipid and self-centered king. King Stephen opened his mouth to speak but no words came out.

Amaya moved over towards the door. She opened the door angrily but before she stepped out; she spoke words that should never have been said. "If it's any reconciliation to you my _father. _I do not want to be recognized as your daughter just because I want to inherit the throne. In fact give it to Jace for all I care. I do not want to have any part of the throne for I have seen what power does to people. All I want is to have a part of _you_ father. Something I can carry around and be proud off. Yet even your name you could not give. Maybe the true selfish king is not the one up North of Idris, but you." with that Amaya left the room with a slam of the door.

Words came out easily when you're angry. She realized that now. Amaya kept those words strangled up deep in her heart. Controlling it and avoiding it but it came out easily. What she hated the most was the fact that those must've hurt her father and that was the last thing she wanted. Amaya kept her own hurt on her own till today for she did not want to burden her own father. Amaya walked down the halls, head held up, using all of her strength not to spill the tears from her eyes.

* * *

><p>AN: HIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII GUYS! I'm so sorry. I know the update came so late and that's because I had a "writers block" due to a lot of school works. But in another note I practically finished Thesis and I am sooooo happy. Anyway enough about me.

In this story I bet you are all wondering who in the world is Marius? In this fic he is Max's twin. Why is he there? You'll have to stay tuned to know the real reason why. Lady Amaya or Amaya is obviously not part of any TMI characters, she's my creation. Amaya is Stephen and Amatis' daughter. I also want to apologize with the fact about Jeremy Pontmercy's last name, I misspelled it last time.

So anyway here is chapter 2 :) If you guys like it don't forget to follow the story, put reviews and favorite it.

I also just created a new kik account PM and I'll tell you my username!

ADD ME IF YOU GUYS LIKE TO TALK ABOUT FANDOMS N STUFF.

Love you all! xx

-nadia
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